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Her new book of poems, the contents of which
I have seen, will, I feel certain, give her a
higher position than anything she has yet
done. It will quite overshadow this Nun> Her
Friends and Her Order\ and yet the Nun is a
good book, and I would say much more about
it were I not somewhat astray among those
saints and holy people. Besides, the grass-
hoppers have begun to chant in the hedge
once more. I listen to them and let all books
and bookish things die away out of my mind.
What do they sing of so gaily? They were
singing before Troy was built, or seven-gated
Thebes repelled the encompassing armies;
Socrates heard them on the banks of the
Ilissus; and still they sing on as of old. What
do they sing of? Of the loves and wars of
grasshoppers, and of the joy of men living in
the sunlight. I will put aside my pen and
paper and let my mind, listening to their song,
go away and dream among the green shadows
and red apples.

September 12 y 1891

THE RHYMERS' CLUB

IK FRANCE literature divides itself into
schools, movements and circles. At one mo-
ment the Decadents, at another the Sym-